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SPARTA—NO ELEGY 


the waterbearer’s foot came 
aganist a rusted iron 

gold pan 

half filled and hidden 

by dry brown 

airy pine needle duff 


iam alone and 

sometimes lonely 

icame here to be alone 

asihave been alone among many 
not willed but 

INWARD BOUND 


the sage brush touches 
the forest 


an inevitability of misunderstandings 


a meeting place 

a buck jerks 

his head 

sniffs his ears erect 


and springs from sight 


individual struggles 


inseparable from the events 


Fort Sparta a stone building 
and wooden walls 


the nez perce and the bannock 


the war left the land 
to the whites 
and the gold 


from where i sit 

four moons 

rise from an orange horizon! 
can i doubt? 


iputupthe eyelids myself 


i watch people small 


five thousand people 
(union,gem,rosebud,delmonte,crystal 
palace,lonestar,macy,minniemay, 
keystone) 

twothousand chinese to 

work the mines 

to dig 

a ditch from 

Eaglecreek twentyseven miles 

to bring water to Sparta 


the stone building a store 


thru my glasses as they doa days chores 


i feel like god 

looking down 

but i am not god 

i have to go down to help 


and then i will have lost perspective 


he watched the water 
as it trickled 

back into the ditch 
thru the fingers 

of his uplifted hand 


lack of payrolls and 
a surplus of dynamite 
sealed the chinese 
in the deepest mines 
* 
small farms the stonebuilding 
turned into a dance hall 
saturday night for fifty miles 


around 


perhaps a fire 


hitch up the team 
and take the whole family 
to Sparta 


but the dry ground 
would not support 
radios or cars 

or modern equipment 


or storebought clothes 


and the houses for 
five thousand are gone 


no one tells when or where 


and the Ghrist mill is closed 

the buildings burned 

only a flattened sawdust pile 
remains soggy and dirty orange 
hidden out of existence 


behind puzzle rock 


the last miner(barely rememberable) 
has left the rosebud 

somewhere in the 

hand raised stonewalls 

behind a stone 
fourhundredthousand dollars 

he left when they took 

him senile and stubborn 


to a rest home 


his buildings are empty 
searched by bottle hunters—unaware 


a few farmhouses remain 
the wind blows 
thru jagged broken 
panes 

the shafts are 
cavedin rat infested 


the Sparta ditch dry 


the bowl is broken 


the brown fields held 

for grazing from the sagebrush 
the stonebuilding 

with a shiny aluminum roof 
and a broken bandstand below 
coneshaped bird nests 

high on the walls 

inside— 


roomy in its emptiness 


the fewer trees 
still breathe 
and chipmunks scamper 


over the rocks 


near a house 

he picked up 

a milkglass bowl 

the rising and setting 
sun 

reflected a rainbow 
mother/Of/pearl 


in the bottom 
surprising him 


the scattered pieces 
shine and glitter 
catch the moon 

in its path 


(unseen) 


he turned away 
down the dust road 


and saw it all again 


A CHANGE OF PLACE 


from SPARTA BUTTE LOOKOUT to UNION 
fifty four miles 


one hour and ninetten minutes 


in a restaurant 
a desert wall thrown up 
kitchen wallpaper 
a whitefaced clock 
with black hands saying nine thirty 
but it is a different ninethirty 
over a teebonesteak 
than a little ben 
above the rivers 
I pull a pocket watch 
ticking seconds out 
from my pocket 
but it is a different watch 
only related to the watch 
I started with 


and sitting here looking at paper electrically lighted 
instead of moonlit trees I cant find 
the relationship between me here and me there 


and cant discover the rearrangement 


—the waterbearer 


WINTER SOLSTICE 


stubble protrudes 
thru snow 


blown drifted 


around the yellow-tan stocks 


Tinirau on a winter walk 


watches a pine reach up at the end of the field 


sees the sky grey blue 
the sun bright but grey 


his ears, face tingle 


against the tangible air 


noticeably the air goes 


in and out of his lungs 


snow squeaks under his 
steps toward the pine 
across the 
transformed field 


thru the magic wrappt valley 


ice creaks on the creek 


he crosses to the tree 


and cauldron boils 
with the quintessence 


of change 


boils clouds 
straight up 
clouds white churn 
tumble out of the valley 


chain saw rips growls 
at a pine 
snow fogs blinds 


shoulders hunch 


the pickup plows thru new snow 
first snow 


smooth flowing 


smooth flowing 
following a road hard to see 
wheels gnaw at rocks 


chains chew and snap 


Ghangraw huge silent Indian 

breaks trail up the hill 

snow knee deep 
chain saw thrown over his shoulder 

the kid from Ohio talks of winters there 
Wayne laughs drags the blade in the snow 
Whitey tells of when the snow 

drifted twenty feet deep 


on Conundrum hill 


snow impossibly fills the tracks 
more 
tiny feathers 
spangle the air 


in the mountains 


a logtruck 
jackknifed in the road 


on Conundrum Creek hill 


logtrucks polish the roads 


off in a ditch 


wait for a grader 


away from where loggers 


are working make your own trail 


when you cant get to Goslin Creek 
are out of work 
oregon winter beginning 
broken pillow 


flares and settles 


you 


UNION #1 


Butch each year at stockshow 
quits the mill 
to ride Brahma bulls 
four days and then to the rodeos 
in halfway and haines 
cant get married because 


of eternal payments on a renewing 


car 4/On/the/flOOr/406/fOrd 
* ok Ok 
the methodist and mormon churches 
confront each other accro-ross street 
glare = while their congregations 


scowl past each other 
( but there is more to it 
than that ) 
ubiquitous wind 
probably the contour of the hills 


WIND 


gives voice to the trees 
animates the nyte 


Catherinecreek 
splits the town 
rushes under the bridges 
curves around behind 
the library 
Whitey remembers 
the whole thing 


from logging with horses 


to cats 


there used to be 90inch 
pines along the flat by Union 


home now he spins yew wood 


into candlesticks 


UNION #2 


in the time of the year 
when even your footprints 
in the snow 

disappear 

come seeking 

consolation 


in the waterbearer’s cave 


come down the ice _ stairway 
where water 

droplets form rivers 

drop by drop 


as from an eye flow 
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UNION #3 


television has arrived 
but the service station attendants 


speak hemitexas 


combine 
earth&rain 
wind&calm 


rain& fire 


the Hut serves the county’s best steaks 
as logtrucks storm 
locomotive 


down mainstreet to mill 


UNION #4 


a pretty load of logs 
the Spartree foams and clinks 


a huse that never finishes 
the Digger 
eyelids drooping 
head tilted to the sun 
to see his feet 
a whole generation of Diggers 
eyelids halfclosed 
continual changes Patchwork house 
no end to industriousness 
noendtolabor windows and doors 
change from 
place 
to place from bigger to small 
rooms appear and disappear 
and the yard fills 
andempties _—_ grass 


grows and is gone 
pines enter the planer 


willow thickets green 
the dried hills 


around the springs 


someone throws a 

greasy chicken bone on the fire 
the warming fire spreads 

a halo of heat 


into the stinging air 


high on a buttermint 
the tamaracks emerge 
from the forest 
unblend from green to yellow green 


to gold 


UNION #5 


a gremlin 
touches 


his shoulder 
as the WIND 
envelopes winter 
around the house 


wood on the fire 


said:welcome the wind 


my hand reaches into the tree and pulls 


the live cord 


one more body rises from the dead off unfolded squared flat 


brown tar paper 


the cord bends thru the rings emerges from the tree 
and snaps my fingers like folding stationery into salad 


or giggles of adolescent girls riding horses 


the crew sleeps all the way out 

like fish hibernating their necks puffing 

like the door of my house I open and discover it 

is my old house empty except for paint scrapes on the 
white enamel water heater made by the kids. the floor 
is dark. I would fall into the heater but my spine 
catches and twangs like cat gut 

I wake up and see Gyp eating a sandwich at one o’clock 
and think I have slept a whole day and sink into 
the ground. 


the whitebread sandwich enters the black hollow mouth 
perpendicular to the face like a ship entering 
negative space 


the lunchpail bangs shut 


two policemen screech up 
to the wreck 
in a white skunk 
striped black car 
her purse is broken 


in the back seat identification cards scattered on the floor 


their red light strobes her face hanging out of the 
front seat like her tongue out of her mouth 
one policeman whisks up the prismic mirror 


pieces of glass that shadow in his eyes 


she almost thinks she is lying on her back 

in the sun a glass of water upsidedown on her navel 
but her vision rotates flashes red cylindric 

hunks like scooping out a piece of cantaloupe 
illuminates darkens 


contracts 


and falls to the 

ground 

like three 

elk turds a hunter picks up and smashes between 

his fingers to see how far behind he is 

an owl perches in the back seat 

a coyote pokes his head above mountain meadow grass 


perks his ears and disappears 


above the flute bellied woods and scrub pine 
streaks 
silent twin beams of white 


ice crystals 


spread till its almost like a natural cloud 
and then a haze 


disperses to sky 


which you would trade for a drink at 

cup springs west of sparta butte __ 

while Joe slept thru the noon hour his head on his grey aluminum 
lunch pail 

he thinks water is dripping on his foot but opens his eyes 


to see a chipmunk running over his foot and leaping off somewhere 


Grandel says like out of a 1950 post atomic water science fiction 
movie only six survivors left in a protected lead ore valley 


no more Frisco no more Frisco 


as the oil glug glugs into the black hole of my chain saw 
I think there is nothing but sun and water : 
sweat runs in two rivers into my eyes the sun flashes 


with my head movements off my silver hard hat 


NAMING 


1792 A.D. 

a man from John Vancouver’s expedition 

stood at the bend of the Columbia 

where the river turns north as it moves westward 
and saw 

the Mountain spire 

huge white teepee 

a cloud of snow blowing near the top 

white sky mountain 

goddamn what a mountain goddamn goddamn 
amountain! they named it Mount Hood 

for Admiral Samuel Hood of the British Admiralty 


(who never saw it) 


no one asked its Name 


it was thought the name would last 
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AN 


I imagined a glow in the center of a rock 
I held in my hand 
like roots around a boulder 


Kettle creek has washed 
most of the soil away 
from the roots of a 


tree;its roots hold 


a rock like a hand 


and rock becomes 
tree; only water 
eddies thru the roots. 
the needles 


shine; 


DIRT WASHING out from 


underneath a rock on a slope above a creek 


lizard darts out of his mouth 


like a kissing tongue 


rock slides on its belly 
into the stream 


legs frantically pawing the dirt 
refining 


that evening sitting down 
to roast beef 

his teeth break off 

at the gums—pyorrhea 
he thinks 


Zl 


KAMMERER — 


ry) 


the presence 

of a dead coyote beside the tracks 
doesnt justify 

mentioning it 

unless you believe in some 
anti-entrophy process 

or 

just want to—its ok to kid yourself 
with symbol metaphor & allegory if 


you want 


LUNCH BREAK 


my head on my lunch pail 
my butt wetcold on the frozen ground; I dont move; 


breath the black pine breeze 


Whitey, the foreman, hunches by the fire 
telling the time Kingsley blasted 

two guys in his front yard with a shotgun 
tells it like the western novels 


he carries in his lunchbucket 


around him no sound—when a tree starts to 
fall no sound maybe a creak like a branch 


rubbing in the wind 


trees fall around me in a 
whirlwind; I dont move or 


open my eyes 


Whitey kicks my 

boot ‘Miller you gonna sleep all afternoon—your 
wife not letting you sleep nights?” 

I move. 

it’s cold. 

the others are checking oil and puttering 

with their chainsaws 

Whitey kicks the fire out. 


everything in its place 


It keeps eluding me 
tantalizing me so | keep looking 
always I am on the edge of something 
always I get glimpses out the 

corner of my eyes 
always it is almost known 

I am searching for the 


tree in the seed 


to lose this I 
:: ( MOTHERS WEEP FOR YOUR SONS 
FATHERS CRY FOR YOUR DAUGHTERS 


there is no center 


— YOU HAVE DONE IT YOURSELF 
tees 


One afternoon I spent four hours 
climbing the puzzle 
to pick birdcherries 


It is a pyramidic hill topped with 
a natural rock wall, Battlement 
of jumbled basalt gray rocks 


covered with splotches of graygreenpea lichen 


It must have been named by gold miners 
or the Ghrist Brothers who had a mill 
just to the North at the turn of the 


century 


My hand searches for cracks 
and footholds 
till I make the top 


BIRDCHERRIES grow out of dirt filled cracks 


I put the black berries in plastic bags 


their red juice stains my fingers 


Afterward, I sit on the rocks 
I am searching for the tree in the seed 
I watch twentysix vulture glide 
on the wind, 
hardly moving, their wings 
Rising on air currents, Circling, 


Intermingling, never colliding. 


I look quickly over my shoulder 
the CENTER should include all its parts 
there is so much going on— 


outside my consciousness 


I hear the wind coming 
before I see it see it 
it was coming before I heard it 
swooshing thru 
dry grass 
then I see it 
bending grass 
and shaking tree branches 
finally it comes to me 
blowing my hair 


and cooling my face 


the mountains are far away— 
in august all the snow 
has melted off the peaks 
the horizon is jagged 
but time does not wait for me 
the moon rolls 


up in the East 


a few clouds blow into the sky 
as I start down before the sun 


is out of sight 
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MOTHERS WEEP 


I look behind me 


somehow feeling disappointment 
running down the hill to my car a 
rhythm overtakes me 


(far from the center — 


THERE IS NO ONE TO BLAME) 


AFTER THE 
STRAWBERRY MOUNTAIN JEEPRUN 


snow came at her as light from a point 
so late in june 

she had bummd cigarettes all day from 
appealing strangers 

her face illuminated 

an instant 

in the flare of a match 

red then yellow 

like the light on her face 

as the dash lights 


jerked away from her 
a second, green colord her face 


she suckt a strand of hair 
hoping to be home by daylight 
passing the day 


thro her head only for a moment 

loosing her progress into a nightmare of slow motion 
slow dance twist of a high driver a repeated turning 
lending her constant new aspects of her world 


just returning her to turn it away from her 


flash of white branches in headlights hollowsky rough tree trunk 


a contuing inversion of illumination thud sound in her head 


the car rested in a wild onion patch 
below a spring 


points of green protrude above the snow 


next morning a bear growling sleep out of its throat 
swats her out with one paw like fending off a kiss 
her hair spreads out 

a halo 

around her head 


with snow and onions 


“yy 


MINDBODY, ME 


rIan 


the Masons 
with sign and symbol 
say ‘he was led gently by the hand’ 


we were, at the time, 

discussing the spelling of ‘further’ 

the Book had been quite explicit and 
had repeated several times that 
the Bus spelld it ‘furthur’ 

yet we saw the Bus, saw its colors and parts 
and the destination was clearly 
‘further’ not ‘furthur’ 

we have no explanation 

the Book cannot be wrong yet at the same 


time we have seen the Bus 


gently as the jerking out of finger nails 
the helicopter sears off tree tops 
and shatters its plexiglass 
in innumerable crisscrossed 


tributaries. 


8TH WINTER 


trees reshuffled 
again, this february 
up the middle fork 
of Catherine Creek 


snow muffles summer over frozen green spruce limbs, bends 


untoucht sleeps 
Don Gale loand him his fifty year old snowshoes 
sound is swallowd up this time of year 
the creek never gets past the trees 
he told him how to find the bear cave 
above the trail 
high up on the rim 


fa rr 


SHANGHAI CREEK FIRE 


red glows red flame snakes 
coil around the hill 
like a slit in the earth 
we start down from the crummy 
with headlamps like into a mine 
Whitey cheers us on 
“if we dont get this bitch by morning 
they'll have our asses”’ 
Hefty ahead of me with 
a pulaski digs through 
roots and duff to minearl soil 
thinking about what overtime and hazard 
pay will mean on the horses 


in portland next winter 


behind me Minthorn big indian is laughing 

I dont know what he is thinking 

probably not about forests or salmon or horses 
or deer at dawn in a clearing 

he is laughing with moon about 


beaded gloves 


Im thinking how hard this is 

my face feels blistered 

my arms wrung out 

resting a moment 

I see the smoke is pale against the Milky Way 
How would refugee miners from the ch’ing dynasty 
have seen it? 

i think about chinese ideograms in the cantoes 
canapus is not visible this far north 

morning begins to coil around us 

rattles 


ready to strike 


HUMMINGBIRD MOUNTAIN FIRE 


I pace the perimeter off in chains 
in the center a punk log smolders 
like coals and scintillates irregularly 


the trees are retreating anyway leaving Earth avoiding reports 
graphs avoiding our stewardship _ letting us finally have it 
leaving the stragglers to pine beetles and tussock moths 
lackadaisical fire and penultimately imprudent fireweed 


their vote in absentia is sweet erosion 


swinging our piss-sacks on we’re ready to chase them 
all over the galaxy eh, we’re only trying to regain 


that cold taste of our grandparents’ Pepsi 


SPARTA BUTTELOOKOUT 


lightning divides 
this afternoon 
divides the sky 
as Wind divides 
Earth from Sky 
as the Expanse 
divides 

Creeks from Thunderheads 
as lightning 
splits four Gods 
into twelve oxen 


who thunder away 


FROM POINT PROMINENCE 


a small yellow breasted brown bird 
attracted by my light 
hits the window 
flies back like a hummingbird 


thumps against the window, again 


I turn off the light so she wont hurt herself 
she disappears 


the Grande Ronde Valley: 
there are mysteries in this valley 
there are hidden places 
caves, forgotten burial grounds 
battle fields, mima mounds 
Indian Valley 
things I dont know of myself 


I dig in a mound I found, below the lookout 
by night an Indian 
comes to me, stern and tall 
question: (unuttered) what am I doing with the mound? 
I am afraid to answer 
he drifts off joining the night 


I keep away from the mound. 


yarrow grows on the south slopes 
below the rock cliffs 
clusters of white flowers 


fragrance of herb 
yarrow will not fail 
yarrow will not fail 


or it may 


or it has already 


I found a meadow 

whose grassiness permeated the air 
, and spiciness 

yarrow grows straight 


with large blooms 


but I cannot find it again 
I can find its relationship 
to the mound, a creek, trees 


but the meadow is gone 


the Valley: 
a meeting place of tribes 
none settled 


perhaps it was too wet 


the mound, just dirt pushed up by a cat 


but a cowl has fallen. 
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In these poems, Rob Miller holds up the world he knows that 
teaches him to know himself. He becomes aware of the world only 
in himself and of himself in it. He asks the reader to see what he 
calls ‘‘the glow in the center of the rock.” Sometimes, the poet 
finds that latent diffuse light in a crew of loggers on lunch break, 
sometimes in a winter hiker on borrowed showshoes or in a soli- 
tary rock climber searching for the “tree within the seed.” Other 
times, Miller is willing to come to Union (his town of possibilities) 
and finds even that tight community shimmering as a log truck 
drives Main Street or as the Mormons and Methodists confront 
each other on Sundays. Out of historic ruins at Sparta, out of 
death on Strawberry Mountain, out of holocaust on Hummingbird 
Mountain, Miller suggests that poetry is an anti-entrophy process, 
even when we fool ourselves with easy literary terms. These poems 
show Rob Miller holding up the world to his eye like an agate to 
the sun, just to find the names that match the world he knows 
and loves. 

George Venn 
Eastern Oregon State College 


The landscape around Union, Oregon is spare high desert. To 
the east lie the Wallowas, lost home of the Nez Perce, to the west 
the logging woods of the Umatilla and Whitman National Forests. 
It is working country, silent country. It’s not unusual for a man to 
master half a dozen trades in a lifetime there. You log some, drive 
truck, do a little ranching, work for the railroad when you have to, 
hit the wheat harvest up in the Palouse, tend bar, or the town jail. 
Any combination is possible. Rob Hollis Miller knows the combi- 
nations, unlocks the many in the one. His poetry scans the 
distance between abstract and right here, picking and magnifying 
shapes that matter. Shanghai Creek Fire is a fine book, true to the 
place, to the work, and to the qualities of intelligence and percep- 
tion which mark the poet. 

Howard McCord 
Bowling Green State University 
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